Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
say. Hortense had her own idea about it; so did her wan
mother, who sat bolstered up in bed, breathing with diffi-
culty, as she decided on the disposition of her francs and
this and that trinket, or glanced wistfully out of the
window on the green slopes or parks as gentle as her
own disposition.
There her last years had been spent in a hushed and
lovely twilight. Sometimes she wandered through the
greenhouses, or walked through the orchards and parks
to water her violets with tears. Again she would ride out
in an open caleche, a little sunshade over her head, al-
ways gowned in the most exquisite taste, and an attrac-
tive though pathetic picture, to visit her children or a
friend. And her charities were actually munificent. A
goodly portion of the francs which Napoleon had gen-
erously alloted her went to her poorer neighbors of the
Navarre country seat and the village of Rueil bordering
on Malmaison. Best of all, she had the art of giving. Her
beneficiaries valued quite as much as the francs the smile
that seemed to come straight from the "good Josephine's"
heart. And though she did not set up bright little pins
on maps, like the emperor, she daily followed his course
and constantly got out from her dainty escritoire those
letters in which he told how he still suffered from the
parting.
When the news of the abdication was brought by Isabey
—Josephine always held her friends—she was all for
going at once to Fontainebleau, Excitedly she pulled the
bell-rope, sent servants scurrying hither and thither, and
ordered out her carriage. Never since the memorable night
of his return from Egypt had she shown so much activity*
She would drive through Paris in a coach and eight;
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